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The Author of "The
HaVeq" Writes a Sar¬
castic Criticism of
j^is OWq Works.

No close observer has failed to notice the
enuine Poe revival during the last two or

VJiree years. The new monument soon to

be erected to his memory in Baltimore; the
heroic-size statue already designed and In¬
tended for Bronx Park, In this city; the
effort of the Shakespeare Society to save

the Fordham cottage; the eagerness of the

magazines to secure every scrap of unpub¬
lished correspondence; the rapidity with
which various editions of poems and com¬

plete works have followed one another on

both sides of the Atlantic.these are only
a few of the many Indications of wide¬

spread interest in the famous poet.
The Journal has. discovered and prints

to-day two. unpublished minuscrlpts.one
by Poe himself.which, taken In connection
with the general interest in thS personality
of the poet, becomes a literary event of

the first importance. The first manuscript
Is a poem entitled "To the Author of 'The

Raven,' " presumably written by ''Harriet

Winslow;" the second, "A Reviewer Re¬

viewed," in which Poe reviews his own

writings and punctures his own weaknesses
under a nom de plume.this time ""Walter
G. Bowen." It is doubtful If there Is an¬

other equally Interesting parallel case In

all literature. If Poe was hot therauthor
of the poem, "his appreciation of It is em

phttically shown in' the beautiful copy
which he made.
These two manuscripts were among the

material turned over by Mrs. Clemm, Toe's
mother-in-law, after the death of the poet,
to Dr. Ilufus W. Grlswold, the biographer
' I. the editor of his works. After

the death of Dr. Griswold they passed
Into the bauds of Dr. G. H. Moore, libra¬

rian of Lenox Library. He retained them

until his death, and they have since come

Into the possession of Mr. Fred M. Hopkins,
of the Review of Reviews.
Two biographers of Poe are now living

In this city.Mr. Richard Henry Stoddarc?.

the poet, and Professor George E. "Wood-

bc-rry, of (Tolurnb; i College. Mr. Stoddard
wrote the biography for the de luxe edition

of "Poe's Complete Works," Issued some

years ago by G. P. Putnam's Sons, which was

considered at the time the best life of the

poet -that had been written. Professor

Woodberry is the author of the "Life of
Poe" in the scholarly American Men of

Letters Series, as well as the biography in

the new definitive edition published by
Stone & Kimball, of Chicago. The writings
of both of these biographers have been con-

spicnous for research and careful state¬

ment. It is not saying too much to assert

that no two men living are better qualified
to express an authoritative judgment in a

matter of this character.
The original manuscripts of these two

unpublished articles were shown to Pro¬

fessor Woodberry by a representative of

the Journal. After a careful examination

he said:
"The manuscripts are, of course, in Poe's

handwriting. There can be no doubt of it,
for they are traced directly to his own

hand. That he is the author of 'A Re¬

viewer Reviewed' is equally certain. The

manuscript has all the appearance of being
an original draft; it is written in Poe's

style; there is a vein of personal trumpet¬
ing in it thoroughly characteristic of the

poet ; some of the points are those that'Poe
liked to have made.

By Walter G. Boweti.
As we rode al6njf the valley we saw a herd of asses on the top of one of the mountalnsr.

how they vietved and reviewed ujl Stern-.\ "Letter from France."

Mr. Editor: In a late number of your widely circulated magazine I bad tbe sat¬

isfaction of reading an epigram which appeared to me, and to your subscribers gen¬
erally, if I am not very much mistaken, to be not less well aimed and fairly driven
"home to the mark, than righteously deserved. It was in these words:

On P.- the Versifier, reviewing his own verses.

W'hon critics scourged him, there was scope
For''self-amendment and for hope;

his owu verses, he
Has (Vjdo the deed.felo do se.

I am glacl to pereefcye thilt t.hftre is at least one editor of a magazine who is not

-®o tied up iu Air. Foe's interest as to be afraid of expressing an honest opinion of

ijlm as a literary ruao, but I do assure you that not only myself but a great many

othH.i-K v.vre astonished b>>you4. measure at finding that you had the courage to in¬

sert the epigram, good at; it was. Your putting it in, however, has elevated you not

a little in the public opinion, and has encouraged me to hope that you will do me the

favor of publishing this lieview of the Reviewer, especially as what I ask is

wereiy fcfi the way of perfectly fair and above board retaliation for what Mr. P.

upon one or two occasions has s£en fit to say of some unpretending poems of mine, as

well as of a novel by my brother-in-law. And as for the truth and justice of what
I shall write, I trust that on that score there will be no one to offer objection, as

I do not intend to say a single word that shall not be accompanied by the proof. Mr.

Poe, to say nothing of my own case, has done little else than "ride rough shod"
over what he is in the facetidus habit of denominating the "poor devil authors" o£ the
land, and I presume that neither you nor anybody «lse will think it unreasonable
that, sooner or later, he should hdv« the bitter.'chalice of criticism returned to his
»vn lips.provid«d always, and, of course, that the thing is done fairly, honorably,
inc with no trick or subterfuge.hi a word, provided that the criticism be just.
To tdlow Mr. Poe's own apparent!/ frank mode of reviewing, I will begin by pnt-

lng the mvrit of my author "in the fairest light." I shall not pretend to deny
hen that he 'las written several pieces of very considerable merit, and that some of
these pieces hae attracted, partly of their own accord and partly through the puff¬
ing of this friendi. an unusual degree of notoriety. Among these I feel-called upon to
mention his "Talc," published by Wiley & Putnam, and especially the Qne called
"The Mulder in tie Rue Morgue," which, I learn, has been reprinted and highly
complimented in PaJs, and "The Gold Bug," which Martin Farquhar Tapper justly
praises, as well as tht "Descent Into the Maelstrom" and several other stories, all
of which I am willing to admit display great power of analysis and Imagination.
"The Facta in the Ca;e of Mr. Valdemar" has perhaps made a greater "sensation"
than anything else he Las written, and has, I understand, not only gone the complete
rounds o<t the London piess, from the Morning Post down, but has been printed in
pamphlet form In London, Paris and Vienna. The Ingenuity and general merit
of hia "Raven" I do not wish to detract from, although I certainly do not think
quite so highly of it as Misa Barrett or as Mr. Willis professes to do, nor as Mr. Poe
himsdf does, if we are tc judge by the laudatory criticism oh It which he lately
published in Graham, a criticism which displayed, perhaps, more analysis
than modesty. Some of hia shorter poems are also praiseworthy, and his
"Sleeper" and "Dreamland" are, in my opinion, better than the "Raven,"
although in a different way. Of hia criticisms I have not so much to
ofc.-«ffrve in the way of commendation. They show scholarship and the peculiar
analytic talent which is the ruling feature in everything he writes. They are also
remarkable for that Quixotic kind of courage which induces people of Mr. Poe's
temperament to be perpetually tilting at something.although it too often happens
that the something is a wind mill; and there is one good ploint about them which
It would be unjust to omit, and that is, they stuftv no respect for persons. They
ere seldom aimed *t small game. On the other hand they seem to me bitter in the
extreme, captious, faultfinding and unnecessarily severe. Mr. Poe has been so

often complimented for his powers of sarcasm that he thinks it incumbent upon
himself to keep up his reputation in that lino by sneers upon all occasions and
downright abuse. As for the beauties of a work, he appears to have made up
his mind to neglect them altogether, or, when he condescends to point one out, tar
to quote it, his compliment®, however well they begin, are always sure to enl|
with a point, or barb, which It is easy to mistake for satire in disguise. Real,
honest, heartfelt praise Is a thing not to be looked for In a criticism by Mr. Poe.
Even when it is hia evident iotention to be partial, to compliment In an extravagant

J7o &U c^-U/t&trr o^ //£ .
<dClA£ //\sO(sjr» ?^y/-^u5>

e/JtiAfary* ?£ c7o S&e. &iAs5 . lisfii^ /&c<s2 f /£uu^S

fjCZ Ov&b iTuj&t^vy J^tTf /?ut /fcvz' ~Cffi? c^LOu^t'cui^t-^JL o «/ vC&ut^j> .'3 ^

oC^i^c. tte ettu/fc a^ot^^L. t&4-{

c^-y td trviXA' Ct<-,as(/i+ 7-fot 'Vi^sc^A ^ /4c<3t-£- /v a*t,sz^>is4!Z*(^_2 CiX^*.»

^¦H-CX. synscrce^ At^-? ^KjC^uuX^p istsi^e\As*.aJL? . 7/k} ts^ci 0c*£ms>nzJZ^ .
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POE'S COTTAGE.
"The manuscript was not unknown to me.

I once had the promise of it when writing
about Poe, but it was mislaid and slipped
me. I do not think that it is necessary to

add that it throws much light on Poe and

will prove of great literary interest."
After listening carefully to the reading

of the original manuscripts Mr. Stoddard
said:
"The evidence In regard to the authen¬

ticity of the manuscripts is conclusive.

Poe was a strange mortal. He was always
doing the most unaccountable things; a

whole chapter of his literary pranks could

easily be written. It was not unusual for

him to write under a nom de plume. 'The
Raven' was published over the assumed
name of 'Quarles.' Toe's scheme in this

case, no doubt, was to publish this review
In "Graham's" and then reply to it, at

leng'th.and he would have done, so effec¬

tively. Graham, of course, refused it and
Poe laid the manuscript away.
"The Journal has certainly made a find,

and those familiar with the peculiarities
of Poe wift read his review of his own

writings with great interest."
Aside from the general biographical In¬

terest of the article, two points are espe¬

cially noteworthy.the estimate of his own

peculiarities as a critic and the imitations
which he enumerates. These specific cases

of plagiarism, written out by his own hand,
are so glaring that they are bound to pro¬
voke a controversy upon a point on which
Poe is far from invulnerable.

manner some of his lady friends (for he never compliments a gentleman), there always,
seems to be something constrained.and shall I say malicious?.at the bottom of
the honey cup. These blemishes render his critical judgment of little valua

Before proceeding with sopie very serious literary accusations which I have to
make on my own part against Mr. Poe, it may be as well, perhaps, to call his atten¬
tion to something which has been said about him in the London Literary Gazette.
I wish to see if he will vouchsafe a reply to it. Mr. Poe has pointed out, in his late
"Literati," a number of scientific blunders on the part of Mr. Richard Adam3 Locke,
and perhaps the public may have some curiosity to know how he will account for
his own. The Gazette r< ferred to is of the date of March 14, 1846.
To the Editor of the Literary Gazette:

Sir.Having just read a reveiw of Edgar Toe's romances in the Literary Gazette
of January, page 101, allow me to advert to a curious misconception In a scientific
point of view which the author has fallen Into. In describing his whirling in the
maelstrom, he says: "On looking out when half way down, the boat appeared
hanging, as >lf by magic, upon the interior surface of a funnel of vast circumference
and prodigious depth. . My gaae fell instinctively downward. * . » The
smack hung on the inclined surface of the pool, which sloped at an as»le of more

than forty-five degrees, so that we seemed to be lying on our beam ends." . » .

Now, with all deference, I would submit, first, that our only motions of up or

down are derived from the direction of gravity; when, therefore, the direction of
gravity is changed by centrifugal force, that direction will still appear to be down.
Second, that our only sense of motion is relative; when, therefore, all that Is visible
is rotating along with ourselves, we shall have no sense of motion, and in few cases

do we ever ourselves appear to be the moving objects (witness the case of railway
travelling; the only apparent motion will be the slight difference of motion be¬
tween the various objects and ourselves. Whence it appears that the gentleman in
the predicament described would, on looking about him, see a vast funnel of water
apparently laid on its side, with its lower side horizontal, at which lower part hia
boat would always appear to be lying; the heavens appearing at one end horizontally
and apparently rotating, while the chaotic abyss and foam would be at the opposite
end, the waters appearing (full of local currents, no doubt) stretching in a miraculous
archway or tunnel, almost motionless, about and over the boat and apparently sup¬
ported by nothing, and objects nearer the entrance would appear to rotate vertically
in a slowly retrograde direction, while objects would appear to have an opposite ro¬

tation, mpre and more rapid, toward the misty, tumultuous end, the real velocity of
the whole being unperceived, except by the contrary apparent rotation of t.he heav¬
ens. This would indeed be a wondrous speetacle, though scarcely sufficing to induce
a personal experiment by your humble servant. WILLIAM TETRIE.

So much for Mr. Tetrie, and, leaving Mr. Poe to reply to him, I will just here put
in a point for myself, although I confess it has been suggested to me by a friend at
my elbow. It is this: In accounting for his hero's escape from the maelstrom, Mr.
P. quotes Archimedes's "De Iucldentibus in Fluido," lib. 2, for the following fact,
viz., that "a cylinder swimming in a vortex offers more resistance to its suction
and is drawn in with greater difficulty than an equally bulky body of any form
whatever." Now, the friend at my elbow asserts roundly, first, that the fact stated
Is no fact at all, and Is contrary to known laws. Secondly, that there is no such
passage in the second book of Archimedes as the one referred to. Thirdly, he says
that no such passage, nor any resembling It, is in Archimedes at all, and that he de¬
fies Mr. Poe to point it ont. . -

The truth is, I have something more serious to speak of. The great point which
Mr. Poe ham become ootortous for making Is that of plagiarism, and in his elaborate re¬

ply to "Outls," In the earlier numbers of the Broadway Journal, he was at great
pains to demonstrate what a plagiarism is, and by what chain of reasoning it could be
established. My own purpose at present is simply to copy a few parallel passages,
leaving it for the public to decide whether they do or do not come properly under the
head of wilful and deliberate literary theft.

At page 24 of Mr. P.'s last volume of poems (Wiley & Putnam's edition), in a

song called "Eulalie," is the passage,
Now, Doubt; now. Pain,
Come never again,

For her soul gives me sigh for sigh.
In Tom Moore's "Last Rose of Summer" we find it thusj

No flower of her kindred.
No rosebud is nigh

To reflect back her blushes
Or give sigh for sigh.

The author of the lines which follow I cannot name just now, but I give them
because there are doubtless many of my readers who can. Some poet, however, la
speaking of a traitor to his country and wishes him doomed

to dwell
Full in the sight of Paradise,

.. Beholding Heaven yet feeling Hell,

if© qif+e sAO(Pft©l^ ©p
. "fpt+k i§s>wen."

By Miss Harriet Winslow,
Author of "To the Unsatisfied".Why thus longing, thus forever sighing.For the far-off unat-

tained and dim?

Leave us not so dark uncertain, lift again the fallen curtain.
Let us once again the mysteries oft that haunted room explore^.

Hear once more that friend infernal.that grim visitor nocturnal.
Earnestly we long to learn all that befalls that bird of yore.

Oh, then tell us something morel

Doth his shade thy floor still darken?.dost thou still despairing
hearken

To that deep, sepulchral utterance like the oracles of yore?
In the same place is he sitting? Does he give no sign of quitting?

Is he conscious or unwitting when he answers "Nevermore?"
Tell me truly, I implore 1

Knows he not the littlenesses that poor human nature presses?
Knows he never need of slumber, fainting forces to restore?

Stoops he not to eating, drinking? Is he never caught in winking
When his demon's eyes are sinking deep into thy bosom's core?

Tell me this if nothing morel ^
V

Is he, after all, so evil? Is it fair to call him "devil?"
Did he not give friendly answer when thy speech friend's meaning

bore?
When thy sad tones were revealing all the loneness o'er thee stealing,
Did he not with fellow feeling vow to leave thee nevermore?

Keeps he not that oath he swore?

He, too, may be inly praying.vainly, earnestly essaying
To forget some matchless mate, beloved yet lost forevermore.

He hath donned a suit of mourning, and, all earthly comfort scorn¬

ing,
Broods alone from night till morning. By the memories of Lenore.

Oh, renounce him nevermore!

Though he be a sable brother, treat him kindly as another!
Ah, perhaps the world has scorned him for that luckless hue he

wore.

No such narrow prejudices can he know whom love possesses.
Whom one spark of freedom blesses. Do not spurn him from thy

door,
Lest Love enter nevermore. ! ?

Not a bird of evil presage, happily he brings some message
From that much-mourned, matchless maiden.from that loved and

lost Lenore.
In a pilgrim's garb disguised angels are but seldom prized.
Of this fact at length advised, were it strange if he forswore

The false world forevermore?

Oh, thou ill-starred, midnight ranger I Dark, forlorn, mysterious
stranger!

Wildered wanderer from the eternal lightning on Time's stormy
shore,

Tell us of that world of wonder.of that famed, unfading Yonder!
Rend, oh, rend the veil asunder! Let our doubts and fears be o'er!

Doth he answer "Nevermore?"

In "A1 Aaraaf," at page 69 of the poems, we read:
And there, oh! may my weary spirit dwell
Apart from Heaven's eternity, and yet how far from Hell.

One of Mr. Poe's most admired passages is tills, forming the conclusion of the
poem called "The City in the Sea," and to be found at pago 22:

And when, amid no earthly moans,
Down, down, that town shall settle hence.

Hell rising from a thousand thrones
Shall do it reverence.

But, unfortunately, Mrs. Slgourney, in a little poem called "Musing Thoughts,"
first published in "The Token" for 1829, has the lines:

Earth slowly rising from her thousand thrones
Did homage to the Corsican.

That Mr. Poe has in many cases obtained help from t.he more obscure classics Is,
I fancy, no more than a legitimate inference from so glaringly obvious an imitation
as this, which we find at page 20:

SONNET TO ZANTE.
Fair isle that from the fairest of all flowers
Thy gentlest of all gentle names dost take,

How many memories of what radiunt hours
At sight of thee and thine at once awake; y

How many scenes of departed bliss;
How many thoughts of what entombed hopes;
How many visions of a maiden that is
No more.no more upon thy verdant slopes;

No more; alas! that magical sad sound
Transforming all; thy charms shall please no more.

Thy memory no more. Acctirsed ground,
Henceforth I bold thy flower enamelled 6hore, tt

Oh, liyacinthine Isle I Oh, purple Zantel
Isola d'oro! Flor di Levante!

Here I might safely pause; but it would not be quite proper to omit all mention
of this critic's facility at Imitation.In prose as well as verse. In his story of "Hans
Phaall," published In his "Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque," but originally
appearing in the first volume of the "Southe 'u Literary Messenger,"

* * . . ? *.* * t, . * *

Here the manuscript ends abruptly. For some reason Poe never finished the com¬
ments ua "Afcuis Phaall" which he evidently had in mind..Ed. Journal.

TERROR OF
fiLL RUSSIJL

Geq. TchereVine
Was Master of

Life aqd Death.
GENUINE PTQGR/IT

OF TP NATION.
H

Intrusted With the Imperial
Safety, JIe Took hun¬

dreds of Innocent
LiVes.

T,?,Tr\ T .ch,ef of the terrlble
Third Section of the Imperial Clmncellerie

a're^;0-!^' for raany of the harrowing
tales of attempted assassintion of the

nSS I T susPIciously sudden death took

tother ^ St" Peter8bur^ .s, next
to the Czar, the most powerful and widely
feared man In the Russian E lre< j £
ty\na ^ Mln,Ster °f 1'.11 ^fe

m
WUS confldo(i the task of

protecting the Czar from assassination
His power was practically unlimited; for

t^erything is obliged to yield to this in

slder t'. rtrSt and m°St Vital 0f a11 co"-

siderations-namely, the personal security
or the autocrat.
A most ambitious and thoroughly un¬

scrupulous man, though honest in financial

.st . t i
GeDOral in °rder t0 obtain thi*

j orked upon the apprehensions of the
ate Czar, and especially upon those of the
Czarina, much in the same way that the
Beys and Effendis at Constantinople are
accustomed to trade upon the fears of the

orTnJr th0y d°S,re to become. Pashas
or to obtain some lucrative office. He in¬
trigued for many years to obtain this par¬
ticular appointment, and in the first years
of the reign Df Alexander III., when-hewas
a mere subordinate functionary, he ad¬
dressed a memorial to the Grand Duke
ladimir, who was in those days his solo

patron, urging the creation of a special
Ministry of Police. But the moment was
the reverse of propitious for such a scheme
Tcherevine being just then seriously com¬

promised In connection with the absurd va¬

garies of the so-called "Holy Band " and
he had the mortification of not only'seeim?
his report pigeon-holed and poo&oohed
his position!116 WithiU Un aCe of forfeiting

similar']h°lZ0?anA" was a secret society,
Iranizations «T i r/spec^ to, the Nihilist or-

V aiid .'owned with the sole ob¬
ject of combating the latter. ComDosed of
fh® best blood of the land, its aim was to

arfd^t the snmiyn0f th<* hnperial family
lsts u-fth +Li time t0 oppose the Nihil¬
ists with their own weapons; that Is to siv

or®anizatlon. The necessary r£
"Ources were contributed bv the nobllitv
Paul Demidoff (Prince San Donate) paying
the greater part of the expenses The
(.rrand Duke Vladimir and the Count Wo
ronzow obtained the Emperor's annroval
of the statutes of the association? which
aISvbt 1 .operatlons about two years after
Alexander s accession.

«"«.i

fir,"1 he beginning gave promise, and for a
the 'Holy Band" was looked upon as

the salvation of Itussia. and as having

dragon T11 pa f .' bl°w 10 tbe revoluttonary
ii fi? ie ^Zai's attention was drawn

ke,oonfusion resulting from the inde-

noI?MCn w<)rki!'«. of a voluntary police de-

fSg of tbe regular force, the
two being forever in conflict It Horn,,

hmes happened that the agents of the "HoiV
sec°?on£nof th« nJ[.ldo"s arrested whole

at other tfrnJi thl ® seCref poUc'«'. while

l&rtKto oTS,°/ HTZ
he determined quietly to dispense 'with li«

teSon\rU\t(\ T s%i8fledPvvlth thepX
tuted nollee Thnf

hxe re,£ulurly consU-
,hat was the ('lid of lh<>

Mn? I nnd almost proved the death
blow of the career of General Tcherevine

go^Kl fortun/' tohCTVer', be ha(1 -
th*

vu mi 5 to be shot at bv u

I he was BhrlT«tea Sh°,, Uy a".r«£
that tL i£Vd, e110.}1^1 to discove^
'?7, /, imperial favor which liio

that tim^Ari?1 °?UUt Ignatleff, had up till
mat time enjoyed was on the wane ami V,,!

as
SSS-5 SA.SW Si
See1*!? hilthMfhe rfS1lt tilal I«natleff, for

forced fn L '. #Sn C0UI1tenaiice, was

m,
*^ confession of his

ner ^a t i ,
and fell in such a man-

fl'r" to Sr^ Ude a"y possibility of his
ever again hoJdlng omce uu(Jer

*
Q

L ^f
?rol; 11 cout'?e' served still further to at-

ho tLi^fAX toward Tcherevine, who
he took for granted must be a man of «»cr-

llng honesty, and whom he forthwith an-
pointed one of his aides-de-camp ceuerals
^degrees the General manned to com

hrwiv
Czar that he alone was devoted

body and soul to him, "that his was th!"!
sincyP,i°yaltJ ahs°lotely disinterested and
. e>, an^ that he above all others was

Tnit H aCr- as ,e guardian of the Czar
v f General Tcherevine managed

to bring so stern a moralist as Alexander
J,11; to believe this is difficult to say Aa
stated above, he was both ambiti'uis and
unscrupulous, besides which he was note l
for his debaucheries, which were on a pa?

WhUe'h?8^0^^1' iate general SkobelSff
tho <St-, Petersburg he was known as
the principal protector of those boautifn
Muscovite Tziganes who constitute one of

n^.Ic?str reputable f(3atures Of the Russian
capital. In one word, he enjoyed the no¬
toriety of being one of the worst mauvals
sujets on the banks of the Neva and
would certainly have been far more in hi*
place at the court of the Tuilieries in th«
days of Napoleon III. than as the Lost &
fluentlal member of the household of so
eminently respectable and domestic a mon°
arch as the late autocrat 0f all the Ru«siis
In spite of this he managed to retain

favnr lb/'^ay,n°/. "ea«t only ^he
« ?F t.hc late Emperor, but also that

nn h
successor,

^
'''.^ar Nicholas, who was

particularly indebted to him for having
conducted all those delicate negotiations
that .eie needed to effect the departure
from Kussla of that pretty Hebrew dan-

J®"8? a'1<1 her two children who consti-
tyted the chief obstacle to the marriage
^kii i

youn& autocrat. Indeed, so deerdv
obliged was Nicholas to the General tliVr

never dreamed of depriving him of any
of his practically unlimited prerogatives
and power. These were of sich a char¬
acter that they enabled the General to
condemn to penal servitude for life in th«
mines of Siberia or Saghalien. ami without
trial or conviction any one who Lppened
to incur his suspicion or his disuleasUre
no matter how lofty their rank. Heaven

°T^J and worn (mi ^°y rvt^ '"'^nt
this liviii" denth ? avL be?,n consigned to
rijis nMii0 ueatn by the Geiteral who

toPt" e11n. ii iuiite<i wI<jh having conti'ibutefl
org uiiz'mon «5- iI,Ce of ,llis Position by the

bf the /lnr ib5P? plots against the life

cini hn«* 5 Indeed, now that the C.en-
nrv,h.,Ki

departed for another world, it is

l-uJl i
e Jhero will be a remarkable, de¬

tune in the number of stories of alleged
attempts to assassinate the autocrat "of

I All the Iius.iias,"
1


